c R A D I O    CITY3
the scientific staff, the dog-kennel, the hospital, the Turkish
bath—and the majority of the people.
'Don't you know', Borovikov tried to persuade me, 'that
we have got a telephone across the island now? It works.
You will be in contact with everything here whenever you
want. And you will have a nice soft bed and be much more
comfortable.3
I thanked him for his thoughtfulness and added that
as far as I had been informed there was a short wave tele-
phone communication between Dickson and Moscow—
technically I could be just as much In touch with them from
the capital and need not have come out 3000 miles at all.
And so I prevailed. As soon as my luggage was tucked
away under the wooden bedstead 1 felt that the day had
only just started for me—in fact I had not been up for more
than five hours. It looked as if I was going to be paid back
the time that was stolen from me on my arrival in Igarka.
Fresh and cheerful, I left my room and went into that
next door.
Gramophone music came from behind it, and 1 wanted
to see what was going on. They were playing 'Smoke gets
in your Eyes'. I felt at home. Far too much at home, con-
sidering that I was on a Polar island, I had not had much
romance on the trip so far—everything was much more
'normal' than I had expected. That was just what the
* Russians were proud of. They wanted to make the Arctic
cjust another section on the front . . .' *A Polar station"
that sounded 100 per cent Arctic. And now 1 could hardly
see a difference between this smallish room full of dancing
couples and a ski-ing hostel in the Tyrolese mountains. I
introduced myself informally and joined the party. Within
half an hour we all felt we were old friends. There was
Olga Pavlovna, the meteorologist^ Lydia Dimitrevna, the
magnetologist, a fair-haired youngster who turned out to
be her husband and scientific assistant, and a dentist with
an unpronounceable name. He was spending a busrnan'i
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